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Thursday,  July  29  - 

This  A.  M.  we  began  another  joyful  day.  The  weather  was  perfect, 
everything  lends  its  assistance  to  make  this  an  ideal  trip  for  us.  From  Brigue 
we  rode  quite  a  distance  through  the  valley  before  we  began  to  climb  but  just 
as  soon  as  an  ascent  was  noticed  I  dashed  from  the  landau  and  walked  briskly 
and  merrily  on . 

Finally  Mr.  Hogleton  and  I  decided  it  would  be  a  perfectly  sensible  thing 
to  talk  on  all  morning  but  after  a  half  hour  of  it  Mr.  Chipman  pleasantly  but 
quite  decidedly  suggested  that  in  as  much  as  the  way  was  level  for  quite  a 
distance  we  really  ought  to  ride  -  obediently  we  took  our  places  and  began  to 
give  each  other  German  lessons  or  art  reviews  on  what  we  had  seen  way  back 
in  the  dark  ages  of  last  week  in  Florence.  By  10:30  we  reached  Fiesch  and 
there  the  horses  had  to  be  watered  and  fed  and  the  proprietor  came  out  and 
advertized  the  fact  that  luscious  fresh  strawberries  could  be  procured  in  his  inn 
and  could  be  eaten  out  in  a  little  pergola  effect.  Oh  how  good  those  berries 
tasted.  Served  on  fresh  green  leaves  and  accompanied  by  a  pitcher  of  good 
sweet  cream.  I  can  feel  myself  gaining  flesh  in  the  midst  of  all  these  good 
things.  While  prowling  about  the  inn  I  discovered  some  pewter  and  promptly 
made  inquiries  as  to  whether  or  not  the  head  of  the  house  could  be  induced  to 
part  with  it.  I  found  that  he  had  designs  on  that  pewter  and  so  did  I,  so  I 
religiously  pursued  him  to  the  extent  of  four  times  and  then  in  self  defense 
he  told  me  I  might  have  it  for  five  francs.  With  my  ill  gotten  gain  we  started 
on  our  way  rejoicing.  Every  opportunity  to  walk  I  grasped  and  I  did  my  Christian 
duty  -  by  the  high  road  to  Munster  where  we  stopped  for  lunch.  From  there  on  the 
way  grew  choicer  inch  by  inch.  The  wonder  of  the  Alpine  flora.  Endless 
quantities  of  the  Alpine  Rosen,  several  varieties  of  gentian,  clover,  bachelor 
buttons  growing  in  the  wheat  fields,  hare  bells  of  every  variety  and  the  most 
wondrous  buttercup  and  forget-me-nots.  Mr.  H-  and  I  spumed  the  landaus  and 
struck  out  a  good  pace  and  walked  over  cross-cuts,  up  suggestions  of  paths  , 
over  streamlets  and  boulders,  doing  all  kinds  of  ways  but  the  highway  itself 
and  often  many  a  hard  climb, we  were  greated  by  a  real  glimpse  of  the  Rhone 
Glacier.  From  that  point  on  to  Gletsch  where  we  were  to  spend  the  night  (Wed.  ) 
was  a  short  jaunt  indeed.  Oh  the  roar  and  rush  of  the  Baby  Rhone  as  we  crossed 
it.  The  air  was  so  cold  and  with  that  great  mass  of  snow  ice  in  full  view  it  was 
hard  to  remember  that  it  was  late  July  instead  of  middle  January.  Upon  reaching 
the  hotel  (  twenty  minutes  in  advance  of  the  carriages  )  we  felt  .quite  smarty 
indeed,  but  alas  Mr.  H-  was  so  cold  he  had  chills  inside  and  out. 


